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Summary: To Bilbo Baggins, all Elves are different. Especially those 
who appear outside his window in the dead of night. / A re-make of an 
old story from the depths of my drawer. Also features those who do 
not appear among the characters . / 


An Evening Feast 

Bilbo Baggins closed his eyes, and let a contented sigh escape his 
lips. Waves of exhausted joy were washing over him, making his hands 
numb and his knees stiff; it was a pleasant sort of weariness, 
though, that took control over his body. After a square meal and a 
hot bath, the prospect of adventures did not seem nearly as 
frightening as before. After all, Gandalf was a thorough fellow, and 
no fool: indeed he found the Valley he'd been looking for. And that 
full of Elves, songs and merriment! 

Had Bilbo been just a little less tired, he would have gotten to his 
feet at once to join them near their campfires. A celebration of 
summer was going on, or so it seemed, and faint echoes of singing and 
laughter were flying towards him above some noisily flowing stream. 
Here and there, he could as well hear the weeping song of a lyre, a 
harp, a flute, and several other instruments he could not name: these 
particular sounds were coming from somewhere below him, maybe from 
another level of the building for all he knew. The Last Homely House 
was _huge;_ even at first glimpse. Bilbo counted four different 
stories and three towers, reaching proudly towards the starlit 
sky . 

Bilbo nestled amongst his blankets, and tried to silence his thoughts 
in vain. Both his head and heart were full of images of the Elves; 
they were an enigma to him. Countless lays and stories had he heard 
of them, and in most of those. Elves were renowned warriors, 
graceful, proud, dangerous. Some other tales referred to them as 
mariners, others as masters of lore; the rest of them praised their 
clear voice and their talent for music. But which one of these 



stories was true. Bilbo knew not. Perhaps all of them at the same 
time? 


When their ponies had descended dutifully the last slope leading to 
the hidden Valley, the Elves had greeted the company of Thorin 
Oakenshield with a song. It was a merry tune, light and witty, 
playful and wondrously clear. No more than fair nonsense escaped 
their mouths, or so the Dwarves muttered under their breaths; but 
when Bilbo gave it a second thought, he had to realise that the Elves 
were more or less familiar with their secret Quest. Eor no other 
reason could they have mentioned key-holes and the names of Balin and 
Dwalin! The realisation was no less frightful than thrilling. 

And then, of course, there were the Elves themselves. Bilbo had 
suspected that there were Elves like this and Elves like that; but 
never could he have guessed that they would prove _this_ 
different . 

The young fellow (or so he seemed: who could be sure?) who first 
addressed them called himself LindA-r, and kindly invited the party 
to a celebration in the forest; in his eyes gleamed a cheerful light 
and his voice rang crystal clear. Bilbo deemed he would make a great 
bard. Then there were those other Elves behind his back; some of them 
similar to LindA-r in height and stature, some taller, some slightly 
shorter; and also a pair of dark-haired fellows (very tall, those 
ones) who spoke not, who stood silently in the shadows. 

Next in line was Lord Elrond Half-Elven himself. If Bilbo looked 
profusely, he could tell there was human blood in him; his jawline 
seemed slightly broader than that of others, and his hands were less 
slender, but the Hobbit could not be sure if he was only imagining 
it. The lord's stormy grey eyes, though, gleamed with a strange 
light, and Bilbo found it very difficult to endure their gaze. 

And then, all of a sudden, another dark-haired Elf stormed in the 
room. Eor a passing second, he only had eyes for his lord, and a 
swift wave of shiver ran down Bilbo's spine when he saw a flash in 
his eyes; gleaming grey, almost the same color as Elrond' s, but still 
terribly different. 

"I apologise for intruding, my lord," he said at length, in the 
Common Tongue. His voice was perfectly calm and polite as he turned 
to them. "Be welcome, Mithrandir, and you too, Thorin Oakenshield and 
his brave companions. My name is Erestor, and I am the Chief Advisor 
in this House. May your stay here be pleasant!" 

Lightly, he bowed and was already on his way when Elrond called after 
him . 

"Is there something happening I should know about, Erestor?" 

"Nay, my lord," the Elf said, "though I have a question to you. But 
it can wait . " 

Bilbo blinked and Erestor was already gone, and Elrond was gesturing 
them towards the Dining Hall. Eor a second, the Hobbit wondered if 
he'd only imagined the Advisor's entrance. _He was so very 
quick_. . . 

_Elves,_ he thought in awe, and shook his head lightly. They were a 



wonder. He thought he would never get enough of them. If he could 
only sneak down to join their feast... but Bilbo felt tired, and he 
did not know the way, nor did he want to be a burden to anyone who 
should guide him. He convinced himself that any Elf-included activity 
could wait until the morrow, perhaps accompanied by one of those 
delicious meals they'd shared this evening. Who knows, perhaps these 
glorious creatures may prove less mysterious when watched from above 
a goblet of wine... 

With a peaceful sigh. Bilbo closed his eyes, finally ready to 
sleep . 

And that was the moment when he heard a loud _thump_ outside his 
window . 

o 0 o 

The _thump_ was followed by a _clang,_ than a _boom,_ than several 
hushed words, uttered very quickly, in the peculiar language of 
Elves. They had an edge to them, and Bilbo listened in awe. They must 
have been swearwords ! 

Eager to hear more, the Hobbit's tiredness was instantly forgotten. 

He sat up in the bed, eyes transfixed on the window. The curtains 
were only half-shut, and Bilbo could see a dark figure outside the 
glass . 

_"No dirweg!"_ came a hasty whisper, unquestionably in Elvish. 

_"Tolo! Tolo, govano nin..."_ 

_"Daro, pe-channas ! " _came another voice, on the verge of shouting. 
_"Daro! Leithio nin!"_ 

_"Alae, said the previous voice, now much more gently. _"Gwaem anin 
naur, av-osto! Tolo ar nin."_ 

_"Rhaich!"_ said the other voice. _"Erestor . . . "_ 

Bilbo was listening in awe. Could there actually be Chief Advisor 
Erestor lingering outside his window? 

The answer to that name came in a flow of words merged into one 

another, followed by a soft plea, _"An ngell n A® n, Tirmo! An 

ngell n A® n. . . 

Bilbo almost jumped up from the bed when he saw a pair of bright eyes 
staring at him through the window. But _these _were not the eyes of 
Erestor, nor those of Elrond; this was yet another shade of 
grey . 

The mysterious visitor's eyes widened in shock, and he almost let go 
of the window-sill. Not letting this last chance pass by. Bilbo 
sprang to his feet and opened the window with a sharp pull. 

"Wait!" he all but shouted. "Do not go, merry Elves! I am but a guest 
here, and I would welcome some company." 

After several seconds of confused silence, the mysterious intruder 
was still clutching the window-sill, gazing quest ioningly upwards, as 
if asking for permission to answer. 



"Who are you?" came a sharp voice from above, and Bilbo almost cried 
out in delight. The stranger spoke in the Common Tongue but a heavy 
accent sweetened his speech, outlandish and exotic to the Hobbit's 
ears . 

"I am Bilbo Baggins, a Halfling from the Shire," he said, then 
straightening his back, "at your service, lad, though I cannot see 
you. What kind of Elf lingers in the shadows?" 

"One too bright to behold. Master Baggins, " laughed the Elf a€" of 
yet another kind -, and let go of whatever he'd been clutching 
before, to land lightly on Bilbo's window-sill right next to his 
companion . 

Well, bright he _was,_ but not in any way Bilbo had anticipated. If 
he'd thought Advisor Erestor's hair was black, than _this_ hair was a 
definition of blackness. Uncombed and unbraided it flew, a gaping 
hole against the dead of night, framing a slightly oval face of 
delicate features, thin eyebrows and full dark lips, an elegant 
jawline and a pair of sharp pointy ears poking out from the forest of 
hair. This Elf looked as if he'd been carved of marble, with eyes 
wrought of emerald; they were a shade of bright green, young and 
merry, but their gaze intent and commanding. And he was not yet an 
adult. Bilbo realised. His body was lithe and slender, slightly 
muscular and he moved with a grace, but he was still in the very 
spring of his youth. 

His companion, previously called Estel, seemed no less of a mystery. 
He was also very young a€" in fact, much more so than the Elf, even 
if one took the differences of their pace of growth into account -, 
but his arms and shoulders already showed a promise of grace and 
strength. His face was fair and noble, framed by sikly dark hair, in 
his eyes a gentle and reassuring gleam. And he was not an elfling; 
though he was fair enough to be one. No: this child was a mortal 
Man . 

"A pleasure. Master Baggins, " said he, bowing his head as politely as 
his stretched-out position let him. "My name is Estel, and I live 
here, in the Valley. He is Elentirmo, my friend." 

"I am also his protector," Elentirmo said, poking his finger towards 
Bilbo with feigned threat. "Careful you be. Master Baggins!" 

"At your and your family's service, young lords!" Bilbo said in 
wonder. "Now this is a wonderful meeting! I have most fervently 
wished to have someone to talk to." 

"We were heading to the summer feast," Estel said happily. "Do you 
perchance wish to come with us?" 

"We were not heading to anywhere!" Elentirmo snapped. _"You_ were 
dragging me out of my bed by climbing out the window! I wish to 
sleep, Estel, and the celebration shall be going on for two weeks 
straight. We have plenty of time a€" besides, Erestor has warned you 
not to . . . " 

"Oh please, Tirmo!" Estel begged. _"Please!_ Today is the first day, 
and that is always the best..." 



"...full of wine and drowsy heads. What would your Nana say?" 

"Nana doesn't have to know we were there," Estel grinned 
mischievously. "Please, Tirmo! I only want a glimpse. I want to 
listen for a while while LindA-r sings. And what if Glorfindel will 
also sing - and we miss it?" 

_Glorf indel ._ 

That name poked something in the depth of Bilbo's memories. But no... 
that cannot be . 

"Please, Tirmo!" The torment was going on. "Master Baggins would also 
like to go. You can never deny the wish of a guest, or have you 
forgotten what Erestor taught us about courtesy?" 

"If he sees us," Elentirmo said, "he's going to skin you alive. 

Worse, he is going to skin _me_ alive. You are not allowed outside 
your bed in a late hour like this." 

"Nor are you," Estel grinned. "You are not of age yourself!" 

"But I can look properly after myself, " Elentirmo snapped. "You 
cannot . " 

"That is why you are here to look after me. Please! You are a wonder, 
Tirmo. If you hide me, it will take all the Valar to find me! I know 
you can outwit them all. Please?" 

Apparently, Elentirmo could be moved by blandishment. He let out a 
heavy sigh, then flung his arms helplessly open. 

"Someday, you're going to be the death of me." 

Bilbo could not help but smile at the tender gleam that was present 
in his eyes despite his sharp words. Swiftly, he donned his cloak, 
and gestured towards the door. "Shall we?" 

"Absolutely not," Elentirmo laughed. "I am most honoured by your 
company. Master Baggins, but we cannot drag young Estel along the 
corridor with everyone to see while he should be sleeping soundly in 
his rooms. Our parting must be discreet. Do you perchance have a 
rope? " 

"A. . . rope? Well, I suppose I have, " Bilbo said uncertainly, then 
began to tug at the bundle, given to him by Balin when they first 
departed. There had to be a rope in there, somewhere, after all... 

o 0 o 

Bilbo was glad to have Estel and Elentirmo as guides. The forest in 
the Valley was deep and mysterious, with hidden delves in the ground, 
sometimes wide, sometimes narrow with deep sides, and they seemed to 
spring out of nowhere in front of their feet. Once or twice they came 
upon whole new levels of the valley, opening unexpectedly before 
them, and Bilbo was astonished to see trees below him, sometimes even 
a merry stream at the bottom. There were shimmering rocks, appearing 
and disappearing in a blink of an eye, and myriads of cool waterfalls 
draped in starlight. There were also bogs at the bottom of the 
Valley, and small meadows with flowers growing bright and tall. In 



the higher areas of the main hillside stood a pine forest, and Bilbo 
could sometimes feel its aromatic scent lingering in the air. The 
Valley, the Hobbit thought, was in some ways like the Elves 
themselves: deeply fair, merry and kind, but also dangerous for one 
who was not accustomed to its beauty. 

They were closing up to a group of celebrating Elves, and Bilbo could 
now extricate the sounds of song and merriment from that of the 
instruments. He could hear a flute and a harp, then also a 
lyre . 

"What sort of celebration is this?" he asked Elentirmo. "Midsummer's 
Day is not yet here." 

"It shall come within two weeks," the Elf said. "And thus we wait for 
its arrival: we sing, we dance, we laugh and we drink; and we tell 
many stories. My people love summer, and take great delight in 
celebrating its coming. Do you Halflings not do the same?" 

"Our celebrations are shorter," Bilbo said. "If we Hobbits were to 
drink for two weeks straight, our lands would be drowning in wine! As 
for eating, singing, laughing and story-telling, we barely do 
anything else in all our lives." 

"Now that sounds like a proper life, does it not, " the Elf laughed 
out merrily, and little Estel echoed him. By this time. Bilbo had 
already noted that he was often mimicking Elentirmo 's moves and 
gestures, and sometimes he was even holding his hand. 

"A merry little fellow, " the Elf said at length, when Estel lingered 
behind to explore a delve in the side of a rock. "I wish he would 
stay a child for some centuries still so I could finally get enough 
of him. " 

"How comes he lives with your people?" The question escaped Bilbo's 
lips before he could think better of it. 

"He is one of the Dunedain, a mighty folk, " Elentirmo said, his voice 
suddenly low. "His father was killed by Ores, and his mother sought 
refuge in the Valley. Lord Elrond agreed to foster him, as he'd done 
with me. Estel was smaller, though, and could not yet talk. He 
remembers nothing outside Imladris. You cannot imagine his dismay 
that day when he found out he was not an elfling!" Elentirmo chuckled 
softly. "It was the ears that finally betrayed him." 

Bilbo could not help but laughed with him. "And you?" He asked. "Were 
you also . . . " 

"Orphaned? Yes, though I do not remember much of it, either. To me, 
it was long ago, yet an older Elf would maybe tell you it happened 
only yesterday," Elentirmo smiled ruefully. "I do not remember my 
mother, but my father was very tall and fair and kind and 
silver-haired, and he had a deep voice... he was nothing like me," he 
abruptly ended his speech, and laughed out loud, to Bilbo's 
astonishment. "I do not remember his name, though." 

"I am... uh, sorry if I awoke bad memories," Bilbo cleared his throat 
awkwardly . 

"You did nothing you have to be sorry for, " Elentirmo smiled at him 



gently. "Memories are a burden every Elda should bear. I am young, 

therefore the weight is still light and my _f A« a_ flies 

free . " 

"What is a _f A« a?_" Bilbo wanted to know. 

"That a€" uh, that is something you call _soul,_ if I remember 
correctly. But as mortals put it, the soul is only part of a being, 

while we Elves believe that the _f A«a_ is the entirety of our 

existence, and our _hrA5a_ a€" body, in your tongue -, is merely 
giving it a form we can behold." 

"That is not entirely correct, " Bilbo pondered. "I believe I would 
say the soul is the very essence of our being. Not the entirety, but 
definitely not only a part." 

"That sounds much more accurate, " Elentirmo raised his delicate 
eyebrows, on his face the beginnings of enthusiasm. "I wonder if 
there is some kind of literature on this matter. We could read it 
together and then discuss it a€" only if you are interested, that 

is . " 

"Do you also like reading?" Bilbo's eyes suddenly lit up. "Does this 
place have a library?" 

"You ask me if Imladris has a library!" Elentirmo laughed so hard 
that tears were welling in his eyes. "Well, quite a bit of it. Master 
Baggins ! Where do you think I nourish my mind from?" 

"Can you show me around?" Bilbo pleaded. "Tomorrow, 
maybe? " 

"Tomorrow it is, " the Elf winked at him. "And now, let us fetch 
little Estel and a fine goblet of wine. You cannot at the same time 
celebrate and noodle around!" 

o 0 o 

Estel found some white jewel in the bank of a merrily chatting 
stream, and he could not get enough of its silvery gleam in the 
starlight. Bilbo wondered if it had fell from one of his companions' 
pocket, but he could not solve the mystery. Lost or not, the jewel 
was only enough to occupy the little boy's mind for some ten minutes; 
then. Bilbo was rather surprised when Estel joined his and 
Elentirmo 's delvings in philosophy and history. Both of the boys 
seemed remarkably well-educated: they could both name the High Kings 
of the A'oldor and knew the years of almost every battles in the past 
Ages. Estel could recite a wondrous amount of poetry and Elentirmo 
deeply astonished Bilbo with his insight in architecture and warfare. 
The Hobbit almost felt as if walking beside two living libraries, and 
it slightly embarrassed him that his companions, in fact, were only 
children. How could they have already earned such an amount of 
knowledge? 

When he asked, bewildered, a smirk flashed through Elentirmo 's face, 
but it was Estel who answered. 

"Master Erestor teaches us," he said fondly. "When he has time, that 
is. And of course, there is LindA-r, and Elladan and Elrohir, 

and ..." 



_"LindA-r?"_ Bilbo's eyes widened in awe. "That merry young fellow 
who sang us of birds and beards and ponies and other nonsense while 
we struggled to find our path?" 

"Young?" Estel looked at him as though he'd suddenly grew a second 
head. "But LindA-r is _old! _He is even older than Tirmo!" 

_"Yes, even older than me, ancient wreck that I am, Elentirmo 
grinned. "He is not as young as he seems. Master Baggins . But he is a 
merry soul, and a great talent in singing a€" he is the minstrel of 
Lord Elrond's Halls. The song he sang to you must have been made up 
at that moment straight; he oft amuses himself with jests of this 
kind. He taught me to play the harp, and Estel the flute, so we could 
make music together." 

"And Tirmo even learns to _fight!"_ Estel said enthusiastically. 
"Elladan told me I could join him in a year! And then, I shall learn 
to master the sword and we shall both become heroes." 

"Elladan and Elrohir are Lord Elrond's sons," Elentirmo explained. "I 
hope you'll meet them, though I believe you won't be able to tell 
them apart . " 

This was more information that Bilbo's mind could suddenly endure. He 
merely nodded, his eyes fixed on the growing firelight before 
them . 

"We are almost there," Elentirmo said, needlessly. "Hold my hand, 
Estel, you seem much more innocent that way. And you. Master Baggins, 
pray resume your talk about your family tree, I found it deeply 
interesting. We must seem as decent and harmless as we can, so we 
stir the least attention possible." 

"I see you're trained in this," Bilbo whispered as they closed up to 
the merriment . 

"With Estel to look after?" Elentirmo snorted. "You have no 
idea . " 

So they spoke as they came upon one of the many celebrations of the 
Valley; and Bilbo was surprised to see that no one paid them any heed 
as they seated themselves, draped in the shadows of the night, on the 
edge of the fire's halo; watching, listening, drinking in the songs 
and tales eagerly. Later, Elentirmo fetched them wine a€" he even 
allowed little Estel to take a sip -, and the drink was phenomenal, 
but even that seemed of little importance to Bilbo. His mind was 
filled of the presence of Elves, and he could have wept as 
overwhelming waves of wonder and emotion were flowing through his 
very soul. 

The Elves barely touched their goblets, and to Bilbo it seemed that 
they were nourished by lays and music and their anticipation of 
summer. He was more than deeply moved by this honest and natural kind 
of celebration, and listened eagerly to Elentirmo 's attempt of 
translating him the Lay of Beren and Luthien the Elves were singing 
at the moment . 


He could not remember when his eyes fell shut, but morning found both 
him and Estel fast asleep, leaning on a slightly grumpy and still 



half-drunk Elentirmo. (If Elves could get drunk on anything else than 
music, that is) . 

But who knows? Young Elentirmo was yet another kind of Elf Bilbo 
Baggins has never met before. 

THE END 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Notes<strong> 

**1) Elvish** (please note that my Sindarin is simply awful; feel 
free to point out any mistakes. These few sentences are really the 
peak of my knowledge, and were partially taken from some 100 year old 
pdf file, partially from my memory...): 

No dirweg a€" Beware! 

Tolo, govano nin a€" Come, join me [follow me] 

Daro, pe-channas a€" Stop, you idiot! 

Leithio nin a€" Release me 

Alae! Gwaem anin naur, av-osto! Tolo ar nin a€" Behold! Come on, near 
the fire! [I wanted to say "we're almost there" but that's beyond my 
knowledge], Eollow me! 

Rhaich a€" Curse it ! 

An ngell nA®n a€" Eor my joy! [please] 

**2) Elentirmo** is an OC, my first OC ever in fact. My precious 
baby. He started as the worst kind of male Mary Sue (whatever they 
are called) . I wrote thousands and thousands of pages about him 
through the years, and I'm not even exaggerating... As time passes 
by, though, and I'm becoming a canon stickler (or at least... more 
like it?) I'm starting to wonder if Elentirmo 's story could by any 
means changed to fit into the canon. The answer is obviously _no_, 
but he could at least _appear_ to be "canon-proof"... 

**To anyone familiar with his "real" story: please take care of 
mentioning his ancestry / future / etc only in PM-s. Thanks 
; ) ** 

**3) This one-shot in particular** was made solely for my own 
enjoyment, I have to admit. It's the re-written version of a 
very-very old story from the deepest pits of my drawer. A re-make if 
you want. To me it's deeply entertaining, though it may hold nothing 
interesting to others. Eeel free to enjoy it, though! ; ) I don't know 
if I'll continue it a€" the original story stops here, but I must 
admit that the idea of Bilbo and Tirmo gnawing on Noldo genealogy is 
somewhat tempting... 

**The text is not beta-ed, but may be revised later.** 


End 
f ile . 



